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Fro01 The Editor,
Charles F. Ross
..
Dear Readers:
Those of us on the editorial staff of TORCH hope this issue will be
something special to our readers - special because it features a group of
very special people . These folk are found in every one of our churches
and are our brothers and sisters in Christ.
Yet because their circumstances are different, they are usually treated
differently . And because they are treated differently, these individuals
are often lonely and in despair.
Who are these people? Recent national statistics indicate that
approximately 1. 8 million Americans are divorced , 7.9 million are
handicapped, 30.5 million are single adults , 2.5 million are widowed,
and . 5 million are unwed mothers.
It is a sad indictment on our churches that, typically , the world more
readily accepts these people than our churches do . It is unfortunate yes, distressing - that these individuals can feel like outcasts within the
embraces of fundamental, Bible-believing churches .

..

This issue of TORCH concerns itself with the stories of some of these
potential outcasts in Christianity. Fortunately , our writers, who shall
remain anonymous, experienced the atypical. They found love and
acceptance from God's people . Their brothers and sisters in Christ in
their respective churches responded with sensitivity to their special
needs .
Our challenge to those who read their stories : go and do likewise.
In Christ,

!JQ_~ d

R"=-

Charles F . Ross
Editor, TORCH

Lonely People
In Cro\Vded .
Places.
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by
Rev. \V.PaulJackson

communication . But at the same time they can be filled
with painfully lonely people feeling very much like
outsiders, wishing they were able to enjoy that
marvelous awareness of just being an important , loved ,
accepted part of the "family." A widow or widower, or
a single person , or the elderly , or a physically or
mentally handicapped individual - these, for varying
reasons, are made to feel different than the rest .
To feel lonely in one's own family is one of the
saddest indictments that can be brought against a
family. And, that is no less true of a "church family." In
the world , we would expect to experience prejudice,
rejection, or neglect because of outward criteria such as
age, appearance, intellect, background, race, or marital
status. But to come into the house of God among the
people of God and find the same values is tragic and
inexcusable. Yet it is happening with all too frequent
regularity . Why?

FORGOTTEN PRINCIPLE

I t's not an unusual happening to discover some
very lonely people in some very crowded places . To
many people an airport can be one of the coldest,
loneliest places in the world . It can be crowded with
people in the midst of bustling activity and even
constant communication, but utterly void of any
meaningful relationships. The people are consumed
with their own things and their own destinations; the
activity is cold and mechanical and the communication
at best is of a surface nature that deals only with the
facts. One never feels at home in an airport, but rather
like an outsider whose only purpose is to move through
as quickly as possible in order to get someplace else.
I suppose one has grown to expect this of an airport,
for it was never designed to be anything else. The sad
thing, however, is that the previous description could
just as easily be applied to some of our local churches,
designed by God to be much more than people-movers,
programs, and P.A. systems.
Our churches can easily become places where we
find crowds of people, endless activity , and surface

In the first place, there seems to be a forgotten
principle. The church is not spoken of in the Bible as a
social club or meeting place , but a fellowship.
Fellowship literally means a commonness or common
ground that results in a true spirit of togetherness .
People have an inborn longing to love and to be
loved. It's there because God put it there . Genesis 2
states that it is not good for man to be alone. Therefore ,
by God's own evaluation , being alone or feeling alone
is not a healthy situation .
What is the common ground that believers in Christ
have that is to produce this spirit of warm togetherness?
I believe this is the forgotten principle .
I John I :3 states , That which we have seen and heard
declare we unto you, that you also may have fellowship
with us; and truly our fellowship is with the Father, and
with His Son Jesus Christ.
You see, our common ground is not social,
economic , intellectual, cosmetic, physical, or any
other such thing . In fact, our common ground as
believers has nothing to do with us or what we have
done, but is based solely on the miracle ofregeneration
that God alone has accomplished in us through faith in
His Son . By this , we are part of the same eternal family
and share a common eternal life. It is that common
eternal life that we share as Christians that is to draw us
together . It is the sole basis of our love and care and
ministry to one another.
I fear that we in the body of Christ can easily fall into
the trap of directing our love and care and active
acceptance toward only a select few whom we have
chosen as our friends because of surface similarities
such as those mentioned above . The result is that rarely,
if ever, are we drawn to actively minister and care for
others purely because of the commonness which we
have in Jesus Christ.

FRUSTRATING PROBLEMS
In the second place, it is only fair to say that the
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presence of lonely and forgotten people in our pews is
not always the result of deliberate exclusion on
anyone's part. Several frustrating problems , however,
seem to contribute to this .
There is the continuing problem of ignorance. That
is, we simply never stop to realize that there are other
people who have needs that are perhaps different from
ours, but are very real, nonetheless . You see , Christ
does know each of our needs intimately. While we
could never be omniscient , yet in our goal of
Christlikeness, we can determine at least to become
cognizant of other people and to actively seek to
acquaint ourselves with their needs in order to reach out
to them where they are. It is often in ignorance that our
church emphases fail to minister to the church family as
a whole.
Consider, for example, the widow or single who is
constantly confronted with an emphasis on the
Sweetheart Banquet, the couples retreat , or the lengthy
series of messages on the family . No wonder he or she
feels very alone and forgotten .
Another problem is the ever present curse of not
caring. Many Christians do recognize that there are
others who would greatly profit by some special gesture
of care and concern. We say, "I really should stop by or
call and simply say I care." The problem is, we never do
it. There are simply too many other things that we allow
to consume our lives. As a result, the fellowship
suffers. The fact is that God's love is always an active
love - For God so loved the world that he gave . . . . It is
not always the thought that counts. In the fellowship, a
thought without action is meaningless .
A final problem, perhaps the most serious , is
selfishness. All of us have a desire to spend our time
with folk with whom we feel comfortable - folk whose
company brings enjoyment to our lives. As a result, we
find our exclusive group and we become ingrown there
because that's the place where we feel most
comfortable and most secure. It is not that such
relationships are wrong in themselves , for they are not.
They can become unhealthy, however, when they are to
the exclusion of reaching out to freely include others
who have needs and with whom we have a common
ground in Jesus Christ.
Again, our Lord Himself is our example, Who in the
midst of the eternal fellowship with the Triune
Godhead, reached out to create us , love us, redeem us,
and accept us (Genesis 1:26,27; Romans 5:8; Ephesians
I :6). It may be uncomfortable for us to reach out of the
security of our own little group and broaden our vision
and thereby multiply our ministry , but it is absolutely
essential that we do so if we are going to address the
needs of lonely and forgotten people in our churches.
The point of all this is that our churches must become
fellowships in the most complete sense of the word. We
must get beyond the "hello, how are you?" stage and get
down to the business of sharing ourselves with one
another. It must go beyond the inclusion, based on
surface similarities, of a select few . Rather, it must
progress to a reaching out that includes every member

of the family on the basis of the common ground that we
have in Christ. The church family ought to be a little
taste of heaven on earth where each child of God can
find refreshment , encouragement, love , acceptance ,
and a sense of worth .

TWO SUGGESTIONS
Perhaps two simple suggestions will help us move
toward that end.
Think. Think about others as you come to church.
Let's not ignorantly and carelessly get consumed with
ourselves and our own things. Be alert to others and
their needs. Our church constitution states that it is the
responsibility of members to be friendly and sociable
to members and others at the meetings of the church.
That should go without saying, but perhaps we should
think a bit more about the implications of that .
Don't fall into the trap of being the last one to church
and the first one out . Sometimes as much of a ministry
can be accomplished in the vestibule and hallways as
from behind the pulpit. It' s great to come to church
expecting a blessing for yourself, and so it ought to be.
However, determine as well to be a blessing to someone
else.
Think about others when social gatherings of the
church are approaching . Most churches plan social
times that have as their purpose the enhancing of
fellowship. Yet, often the very folk who most need to
be a part of the fellowship are absent. You may invite
them, but they may never come.
There may be reasons for their absence . Think about
what it feels like to be a single or a widow or a new
family, unacquainted, coming to a gathering with no
guarantee of being with anyone. Think about how you
would feel walking into a room where others have
already "coupled off' and facing the prospects of sitting
alone. What a blessing it would be if we did more than
just invite folk, but picked them up and took them with
us and acted as companions to them.
Think about others as well during special times of the
year, especially holiday seasons. While many of us
gather together with our friends and those with whom
we find great enjoyment, there may be others who for
one reason or another are sitting at home without family
and friends. Perhaps they are feeling very much alone
and forgotten . Think about them .
Do. Don't let good thoughts get lost in the shuffle of
things. Make the effort to follow through with your
concerns. It will take some effort and some time, but it
will be worth it. The fellowship will be enhanced , the
church will be strengthened, and God will be glorified.

Rev. W . Paul Jackson is pastor of
Grace Baptist Church in Cedarville,
Ohio, where he has served for seven
years . He is also on the Council of
12 of the Ohio Association of
Regular Baptist Churches .
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Single:
Not Half But Whole.
by Pat Landers Dixon

I have difficulty trying to identify with the single
person. Most people experience a single physical birth;
I shared mine with a twin sister . For eighteen years, I
shared everything with my "wombmate": compliments, presents, clothes, bedroom, a bicycle . Friends
who knew the Landers twins rarely looked upon us as
single individuals . Their comments usually were: "Oh,
the twins are .... " "You're a twin?" "Here come the two
twins!" (The redundancy in that statement always
amused me .)
Many books about the single person line the
bookstore shelves: For Singles Only, Janet Fix; Great
Leaps in a Single Bound, Kaaren Witte; Free to Be
Single, Elva McAllaster; Your Half of the Apple, Gini
Andrews; Wide My World Narrow My Bed, Luci
Swindoll, and One is More Than Un, Debbie S . Baker.
These titles are only a small sample .
Why are women writing many of these books? Since
there are over 16. 5 million single women over 25 and
since most of today's married women will experience a
single state in widowhood someday, who else could
write more effectively?
As I read the various books about the single person
and his/her problems, potentiality, and capacity for
wholeness and normalcy, several questions came to my
mind . Why do we call these people single? Should there
be just these two captioned divisions of humans:
married or single? Is a Christian man or woman truly
ever a "single"?
When you think of a person's being single, what
synonym comes to your mind: alone, unmarried, half,
unfulfilled, abnormal? From now on, I am going to
think of that single person as whole (Psalm 139: 13- 15) .
One .
This word houses a tender poignancy
Because the world is primarily divisible by
Two .
One .
This word is, for some , synonymous with haunting
isolation,
Profound inadequacy, and the unquenchable
longing to be
Two.
One.
This word often prompts frantic philanthropic
activity and
Intellectual pursuits aimed to fill the void of not
being
Two.
One.
This word, with the help of the Ultimate One,
Can represent pliability, possibility, fulfillment,
existence as a
Whole .
Copyright 1982
Diane Noel De Nicola
1978 Graduate, Cedarville College

Widowed:
Alone But Not Abandoned.
W e had been married almost 14 years and the
Lord had given us three wonderful children. All those
years had been spent in the ministry, and we were
seeing the Lord do marvelous things in the church
where my husband was serving as assistant pastor.
Then, early one Sunday morning I awoke with a start
and realized he had not come home . I was to know in
about two hours what I somehow suspected: my

husband was dead!
The next day ' s newspaper headline read: "$10 ,000
Reward in Murder of Area Minister." The article that
followed told how my husband had been shot and killed
during a robbery.
I had known some widows but never did I think I
would ever become one, at least not so soon . To say the
least , it was a devastating time for me, our children, our

families, and our church family.
Because we lived some distance from our parents ,
my children and I were more or less alone. Our families
did everything possible, but they also had
responsibilities of their own from which they could not
be absent for long .
Immediately , our church family rallied around and
showered us with love. The women prepared meals ,
babysat , readied the house for incoming relatives , and
made housing arrangements for others who would be
coming. The men made sure I knew what had to be done
for the funeral and went with me to make the
arrangements . They also assisted me with the legal
aspects .
Because of the manner of my husband ' s death, there
were times of being questioned by detectives and
reviewing circumstances for them. I was never left to
go through these sessions alone , and for this I am
eternally grateful.
After the initial pressing needs , life settled down
again to the daily routines.
·
The Sunday after the funeral was Mother ' s Day. My
children were quite small and I did not expect anything
to be done in the usual way of celebrating . But I was
mistaken. One of the single girls in the church gave me
a gift with a note saying, "Happy Mother ' s Day. " What
a thoughtful gesture. To thi s day it is a constant
reminder of someone's timely kindness .
Being the mother of two boys found me talking
sports , whether I knew anything about it or not. The
men who took time to interact with my sons on this
subject filled a great need in their lives. No one can take
the place of their father, but these men can and did
provide the masculine image of Godly men.
Someone took the time out of a busy schedule to
teach my older son how to change the oil in our car. On
other occasions people took my children shopping at
Christmas and helped them wrap their gifts so that they
could be a surprise . Not only did these deeds of
kindness provide wonderful fellowship for my
children , but they also assisted our family financially.
I remember the scene of a church man running up and
down the street holding a bicycle so that the children
could learn to ride two-wheelers. I am eternally grateful
for these kinds of sacrifices on the part of fellow
believers. They gave of their time and energy , and I
know the Lord has blessed their lives and families for it.
Help has also come our way in less obvious ways .
Many times people have sensed that I needed
encouragement and have just touched my arm , saying
that they were praying for me . This has been of
monumental importance and has given me strength to
carry on when at times it seemed impossible.
Probably one of the hardest things was getting proper
outlets for the entire family . By this I mean situations
wherein our whole family would do something with
another family. This was difficult because, although we
were a family unit, we were minus one member and this
made a lopsided situation. Yet it was not impossible; it
was just more difficult and required more effort to

accomplish.
I Peter 4: 9, 10 states: Use hospitality one to another
without grudging . As every man hath received the gift,
even so minister the same one to another, as good
stewards of the manifold grace of God. Also , the
Scripture explains that for us to have friends , we must
show ourselves friendly (Proverbs 18:24). And , we are
commanded not to forsake the assembling of ourselves
together (Hebrews I 0:25). As I followed these
principles , I believe I automatically opened my family
to the comfort of God , and to our fellow believers.
Trials always seem to prompt why questions: "Lord ,
why did it have to be my husband who was taken?"
" Why does my family have to suffer?" It ' s normal to
wonder why.
Perhaps one reason why my gracious Lord allowed
me to go through the loss of my husband was so that I
could experience His love in a special way . Also, He
seems to have chosen my family to be the motivation
for numerous kindnesses that have glorified His name .
Sometimes it takes a special situation to bring forth the
faithful Samaritan spirit of His people .
Hindsight is always the best sight , and now I can see
a pattern of Godly response on the part of my pastor , the
deacons , and the congregation of the church.
My pastor was a faithful shepherd who fulfilled
I Peter 5:2a: Feed the flock of God which is among you,
taking the oversight thereof .. .. He was sensitive to the
needs of me , a church widow , and my fatherle ss
children, and he fed us with hi s knowledge of the Word .
The deacons' role was a little different. Acts chapter
six states that they were selected to be more specific in
their help to widows . This does not mean that they were
to do everything for me, but they certainly did check on
whether we had specific needs .
The widow or her children shouldn ' t be put in the
position of having to ask for help . This is embarrassing .
However , because I knew someone was interested and
had expressed a desire to serve in the past , this gave me
the courage to ask when help was needed .
Lastly , the caring role of the people of my church
probably had the greatest impact of all.
To be honest , becoming a widow and being one has
been a stormy sea. But , the Captain of my life has been
my ever present help.
All Thy waves and Thy billows are gone over me.
Yet the Lord will command His lovingkindness in
the daytime, and in the night His song shall be
with me, and my prayer unto the God of my life
(Psalm 42 :7,8).
Perhaps the verses that best summarize my trial and
my victory through it are II Corinthians 12:9 , l 0:
And He said unto me, My grace is sufficient for
thee;for my strength is made perfect in weakness.
Most gladly therefore will I rather glory in my
infirmities, that the power of Christ may rest upon
me . Therefore I take pleasure in infirmities, in
reproaches, in necessities, in persecutions , in
distresses for Christ' s sake : for when I am weak,
then am I strong .
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Divorced:

Beginning Again

With God.

I

I
A couple of years ago, I revisited my college campus
to attend a chapel service in which my pastor's wife was
the featured speaker for the day . As I took my seat prior
to the service, I could not help but recall all the chapel
services I had sat through during my owh college days .
I had just endured my required time each weekday
morning at 10 a.m. I do not ever recall attending with
an open heart and mind, seeking what the Lord might
have for me that day.
The service was about to begin. My seat was near the
front. I never would have selected such as seat as a
student, for the front was where all the so-called
"spiritual giants" sat. My then future husband and I
had always chosen a seat in the back.
continued on page 14
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Divorced:
But Still Loved.

On

November 19, 1960, we exchanged wedding
vows . On December 17, 1963, our first child , a son ,
was born. On April 9, I 966, our second child , a
daughter, was born. On January 10, l 977 , my wife left
us and I became a single parent.
continued on page 15

RESERVED
PARKING

Handicapped:
God's Handiwork.

M y daughter Sandi has cerebral palsy. This
disability is caused by lack of oxygen to the brain at
birth . Cerebral palsy is not a progressive disease, but it
is permanent.
I was 27 years old when Sandi was born and I was
excited about my new challenge . However, I was
doubly challenged: I had no experience as a mother and
no preparation for the years ahead as a mother of a child
with a physical disability. I rallied to the cause but very
soon my confidence was shaken.
I did not know the Lord until Sandi was seven years
old and , needless to say , they were difficult years.
When Sandi was 18 months old , I gave birth to our
second child , Julie. Many years later we came to see
that Julie was God's gift, in a very special way , to
Sandi.
Outwardly , we appeared to be the happy average
American family: two lovely children , a mother , and a
father . I did not feel so lovely . The years of trying to
assume responsibility for Sandi ' s special needs were
taking their toll. I had fears about everything from her
eating to her not sleeping. My fears grew and my
anxiety increased until it was no longer just an
emotional difficulty , but it caused me to become
physically ill , as well.
At this point in my life , Sandi was two and Julie was
six months old. Sandi could not crawl and required as
much attention and assistance as Julie. And , my own
physical condition had reached the point where I had
great difficulty in getting around .
Often I would sit on the floor to feed the children. In
fact, I spent a good part of the day down at floor level
because the pain and swelling in my joints caused so
much discomfort getting up and down . Little did my
babies realize that their mother felt just as helpless and
limited as they were.
I struggled through that time in my life trying to use
my own strength and resources. It was impossible for
me to feel in control and yet I thought I had to be.
As our children grew. so did my fears and anxieties.
What would Sandi ' s future be? Was I doing the right
things for her? Was she ever going to walk? Would she
be made fun of out in society? Would people
understand her when she spoke? Would she have
friends? The list went on and on and every day was a
day of wondering and worrying for me.
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When Sandi was seven years old, we had to move to
a new home and that meant new people . I wondered
how we would be received. God planted us right where
He wanted us because it was through the testimony of a
dear neighbor that I came to know the Lord as my
personal Savior.
She invited my girls to Vacation Bible School and I
insisted that I had to go along. After all, who would
make sure Sandi was taken care of? She accepted my
indulgence without comment and away we all went. It
was through the VBS and then attending Sunday school
that Sandi accepted Christ as her Savior. Those
precious saints of God loved her right into God's
family. I was a bit skeptical but not for long. I accepted
Christ two weeks after VBS and my life began to take
on new meaning.
As a family, we attended a Bible-teaching church in
our local area. I leaned heavily on my new found
family. Their testimony and inner strength were what I
knew I needed.
They often listened to my concerns and fears and
prayed with me. Somehow, I knew that I was
depending on them for my inner strength. I had not yet
recognized the best Source of strength.
The Lord saw fit to relocate us again and my old fears
returned . I continued to struggle even after accepting
Christ. You see , I had tried to hold onto my children for
vain reasons . Sandi was given to us by God to care for;
therefore , she was our responsibility, not His. How
foolish I was and unwilling to let her go. Finally, I
could no longer carry the responsibility.
One gloomy, fall day , while wailing for Sandi to
return home from school, my worry became hysteria . I
was no longer able to control myself. I was brought to
utter despair through years of trying to carry a burden
that I was never intended to carry.
Our pastor counseled me and together we called on
the Lord. I gave it all to Jesus that day: my fear, my
pain, the anger, the sadness, the tiredness, and my
sense of inadequacy. I claimed Philippians 4:6, 7, and
there has not been a day since then that I do not repeat
that verse:
Be anxious for nothing, but in everything by
prayer and supplication with thanksgiving let
your requests be known unto God. And the peace
of God, which passeth all understanding, shall
keep your hearts and minds through Christ Jesus.
The anxiety went away. God kept his promise. He
also healed my physical condition. I have received a
clean bill of health from my doctor who thought it not
possible .
God has given me a new vision for Sandi's life, but
He also gave me my physical health . Yet, through my
suffering He gave me a sensitivity and an awareness to
the physically disabled. It was awareness and
sensitivity that I would need to apply to my own child.
I do believe God wants Sandi to be in fellowship with
His people - right in the mainstream!
Loving Christians have shared with me how I had
deprived them of the blessings they could have gained
from ministering to our needs. Yes, I was protective

and defensive - a very effective tool in keeping people
at a safe distance .
Sandi could not learn a dependency on the Lord until
I realized that God, not I, was her source of strength.
My biggest problem was in recognizing that I had a
problem.
Praise the Lord! Sandi has given her life to Jesus and
she serves Him with zeal and faithfulness unmatched by
most young people. She has led three of her friends to
the Lord and she is always burdened for lost souls. She
stated a few years ago that she is convinced that if God
does not make her walk, she knows He will use her in a
wheelchair. There is neither remorse nor self-pity, just
the sweet acceptance of the Lord's will for her life.
There are special areas of concern in which I'm
trusting the Lord for guidance and direction. When one
has a child with a handicap, the natural tendency is to
overindulge and protect. I still work at overcoming this.
The cry so often heard today is that handicapped
individuals do not want to be treated differently. This is
true . Each time attention is drawn to someone because
he is handicapped, he stands out as being different . My
daughter gets along far better when she is treated as just
one of the kids. Yet, I must admit, I still have a
tendency to interfere.
My being overindulgent also alienates the other kids
from her. I have had to learn to step back and let others
get close. I am comforted, remembering that God will
hold my hand and Sandi's through each struggle.
Siblings of a handicapped child often suffer greatly
and develop much resentment toward their brother or ,
sister, especially if they sense overprotectiveness and
undue attention toward that child. Julie has had to
assume extra responsibilities around the house. And for
this she needs special encouragement and praise.
Julie has provided Sandi with experiences that I
could never give her. You see, God in His infinite
wisdom gave Sandi a wonderful playmate, a
companion, and a lifelong friend. Even though at this
time in their life there is more murmuring and disputing
going on than I would like , there is a special bond
between Sandi and Julie.
My fears have been quieted and God has indeed
helped. I am thankful. I look forward to each day with
anticipation and excitement. I know that God has a
purpose for me and especially for Sandi . And, I believe
I can truly testify that we have been blessed with a
handicapped child .
Because Sandi's overall muscle control is affected,
she is limited in almost all areas of her body movement.
She uses a walker to ambulate in small and confined
areas and a wheelchair for distances and speed. She
received ten years of concentrated therapy: physical
therapy, occupational therapy, and speech therapy. She
is now 12 years old and no longer receives any type of
therapy. She has a slight speech problem and, although
she is able to write, she does most of her homework and
correspondence by typewriter.
There is a very precious verse found in Isaiah 41: 13:
For I the Lord thy God will hold thy right hand,
saying unto thee, fear not; I will help thee.
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continued from page 10

I never would have dreamed then that I would have
marital problems . Had people told me then that after
only eight and one-half years of marriage, I would find
myself separated and fa cing an impending divorce, I
would have told them that they were surely mistaken .
They had the wrong couple . This could never happen to
us. But what I did not know then was that the
disintegration had already begun. We had just not
realized the consequences yet. For even though we had
all kinds of hopes and plans for our future life together,
God was never at the center of those plans .
W hen my former husband and I were separated
five years ago , I found myself dealing with feelings of
hurt , rejection, and bitterness . At this point , I had a
choice to make . I could turn to the world 's system for a
sense of self-worth and what I thought was long
overdue fun. Or I could turn to Christ who could change
this event in my life into a new beginning with Him. I
am so thankful now to say that I chose the latter. This
choice was not always clearcut and unfaltering to me .
But God , people, and events prodded me along in the
right direction .
A sense of accountability to God and to people was
the focal point for some of the difficult decisions that
lay ahead of me. First of all, I had my own family to
consider: a five-year-old son and two daughters, ages
three and one . Even though they were very young at the
time, there was still hurt and bewilderment over the
separation. The two older children had been publicly
dedicated to the Lord when they were babies. The fact
that I now found myself a single parent did not free me
from the commitment we had made as a couple .
Next , there was the Christian family in which I had
grown up . We had always been close , but this trial
seemed to draw us even closer. They were there from
the beginning with their love, support, and assistance
that went above and beyond what most would expect.
This kind of love was always there during my growingup years and I had taken it for granted. Now I truly
needed and appreciated it for the first time. Love for
and loyalty to my family affected my decisions.
My children and I were also part of a church family
that has had a profound effect on our lives . Even though
my former husband and I had been members as a
couple , we had never really felt a part of the church
family . Our lack of commitment to Christ had carried
over into this part of our life also . We dutifully had
attended each Sunday much as we had the chapel
services at college . So when our family conflict became
serious, I did not turn to the church for direction or
comfort . I did not have even one close friend. I put off
telling my family as long as possible , hoping the
situation would somehow miraculously remedy itself. I
was at a loss as to where to turn or what to do .
The church eventually found out about the separation
through their inquiry about our lack of attendance . All I
can say is that they responded by reaching out and
pulling us into their circle of love and protection . This
response then turned me toward God and my new
beginning with Him.

For the first time in my life , I started to read the Bible
consistently and to pray daily. My pastor directed me to
the Book of Psalms for consolation and then to Proverbs
for direction . I also now had true friends who made
themselves readily accessible to my children and me.
All of thi s helped to make the difficult days ahead
bearable .
After two and one-half years of separation , the
divorce became final.
One of my first reactions to finding myself without a
husband was the desire to find employment. I
desperately needed the income, for the child support
was not enough on which to live . I was grateful for my
parents ' assistance, but did not regard it as a permanent
solution to my financial problems . And, my problems
did not end when I found a job. There were now other
matters with which to deal , one being my children's
health. They were at the age when they seemed to catch
everything. Due to this, during my first eight months of
work , I was absent so much I received only two full
paychecks .
I mentioned this and other areas of concern to my
pastor. He told me that he felt that God was using these
problems to show me that my place was in the home
caring for my children. I agreed that this would be
ideal , but our situation was far from the ideal . It was a
simple matter of fact to me that I needed income to
make the mortgage payments , to pay the utility bills ,
and to provide other basic necessities. My pastor then
suggested that I allow church family to minister to my
children and to me by taking care of these matters for
us .
After I recovered from the initial shock of this
suggestion, I really balked. My first thoughts were that
I could take care of myself. What would people think of
the church helping to support my children and me? I did
not think I could stand being in such a humble position .
It was summer and I was not working.So I had this
period of time to consider Pastor' s offer. I considered
it , and I struggled with it. I was determined right up
until the end of the summer to return to work. Then the
Lord made me realize that I had my priorities out of His
order. I was putting my pride ahead of the best I could
offer my children - a full -time mother in their home .
I have never regretted my subsequent decision to
remain at home . I have been able to see the eternal value
it has brought into the lives of my children and myself.
The Lord is such a real part of our family since He is the
Head of our home and our Helper in the time of need .
He not only has met our basic needs but has shown us
His promise in Psalm 21:2 by providing our hearts '
desires.
One of the goals my son set for himself this past
summer was to read through the Book of Psalms . He
came to me and read the last portion of Psalm 10: 14:
...Thou art the helper of the fatherless. He then
underlined this in his Bible and said that God had really
been this to him . I told him that God has been and
always would be a Father to him and his sisters.
Isaiah 54:5a expresses what He is to me: For thy
Maker is thine husband. The Lord makes our family
complete . We could not ask for greater hope or peace in
facing our future together.
0
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These might sound like impersonal and cold facts , but
as I reflect back on these dates and the days and months
that followed my becoming a single parent, many
different emotions grip me . I remember a period of
tremendous upheaval in our family. Yet , I also
remember a wonderful peace in the knowledge that the
Lord is good, a stronghold in the day of trouble; and He
knoweth them that trust in Him.
At first, feelings of hurt flo0ded my being, not just
because I had been rejected by the one I loved , but
because my children also felt this rejection. I recall all
too vividly the nights when they literally cried
themselves to sleep. It hurt me so much when I realized
that my two young children had to face life without a
mother.
Another emotion I felt was fear. How could I cope
with the many details of family life? I had never had to
deal with these on a daily basis. Cooking, laundry ,
shopping, sewing, taxi for piano lessons - suddenly
these were no longer normal events. They were major
problems. I wondered about the health of my children.
What happens if one of the children becomes ill? Do
you leave a sick child at home alone while you ' re at
work? My fearful mind was asking so many questions
to which there seemed to be no simple answers.
Particularly real to me was the feeling of shame and
disgrace . I felt that I had failed as a husband. I believed
that marriage was a lifetime commitment. Now I found
it most difficult to accept the fact that this belief and the
stark reality of my situation were in sharp conflict. I felt
that I had brought shame upon the name of Christ another Christian marriage was now going in the
direction contrary to God 's intention for marriage.
Also, there were feelings of embarrassment that both
my children and I experienced . They found it
embarrassing to bring friends home and find Dad in the
kitchen preparing dinner or on his knees scrubbing the
floors. It was embarrassing to turn in the school
emergency health cards and leave blank the line asking
for the phone number where mother could be reached in
case illness occurred at school. When the Home and
School Association calls and asks that Mom make two
dozen cookies for a bake sale, what do your children
say?
Loneliness was such a difficult feeling with which to
deal. When a man has shared his feelings with someone
for seventeen years and then that someone is no longer
there, he should expect loneliness. Even though I
expected it, I found it much deeper and more agonizing
than I ever thought possible.
The most dangerous feelings with which I had to deal
were anger and bitterness. The anger was real , and
understandable. But the bitterness that followed could
have totally destroyed me as a person . Then God used
His people, the church , to focus my mind on Him and
off those to whom this bitterness was being vented.
The first Sunday after my wife left home, it was most
difficult to prepare myself for church. I didn't want to
meet people . I didn't know what to expect from them ,

15
and I wasn't sure if I could handle church emotionally.
But God had gone before me, preparing a pathway for
me to follow .
The first step down this pathway, on this critical
Sunday in my life , was a Sunday school class. It was
beginning a new topic: The Attributes of God. It helped
me to immediately focus my mind onto God and off
myself. I so well remember the class, the quietness of it
as we were led into God's Word, as we meditated on a
few specific verses, and as we praised God through
prayer.
On this first Sunday I wrestled with the question: do I
really believe that God is sovereign? If I do believe this,
how should it affect my life? My attitudes? What about
bitterness? God used this class to work in my life in a
new way, correcting me , teaching me , and leading me.
The second step along this pathway was a loving
church pastored by a man of God. For so many years
Pastor has been faithful in opening God ' s Word and
leading us through it in his own quiet , worshipful way
of study. The people were well taught, and they were
sensitive to the needs of others.
I could see that people genuinely hurt because I hurt.
When I sat by myself in church, lonely and feeling sorry
for myself, some dear friends would quietly slip in
beside me. They prayed for me , but they also spent time
with me , supported me, and loved me. They weren't
overbearing or judgmental.
These people knew my needs. Often I would find
loaves of homemade bread at my door upon arriving
home from work. Meals would be brought in . We'd be
invited out for dinner. Women would slip simple
recipes into my hand. A dear friend would help me with
the task of sewing hems in my daughter's dresses and
skirts. Others were there to encourage. The church was
meeting some very practical needs of my life.
Along this pathway were people who were willing to
give of themselves to help meet certain needs of my
children. How well I remember seeing my son's
Sunday school teacher sitting in his car waiting for my
son to arrive home from school so that they could spend
a few minutes together.
The Pal-Gal concept of Pioneer Girls was more than
just an idealistic concept. It became a working reality.
My daughter 's pal would meet her, take her shopping or
out for ice cream, listen to her needs, and would
counsel and advise her. Today my daughter looks with
a special fondness and love upon this woman. She is
still her special pal!
The church accepted me. They didn't treat me as a
castaway because I was going through the hurts of a
divorce . Having helped me so much, they eventually
allowed me to give back just a small amount by asking
me to teach the fourth grade Sunday school class. What
a blessing to be able to take an active part in the church
again and not be relegated to the role of a bystander
because of an unwanted divorce.
Six years have gone by. As a single parent I still have
many needs . Many of my feelings have changed. Some
haven't. But my church is still loving and caring . D

16

UNWED:
But Willing To Cooperate
With God.
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I

stood at the church entrance. It had taken every
ounce of energy to get the baby ready in time. I was
nervous and wondered if my own dress had any fresh
spots of formula. There was no use delaying , for at all
costs I wanted to avoid a grand entrance . I hugged the
baby close , took a deep breath , and walked through the
door .
Throughout the night I had struggled and prayed
about going back to church . A rebellious teenager, I
had accepted Christ shortly after the birth of my
daughter. In the last six weeks I had become used to the
term, single parent. It disguised a myriad of problems
and emotions and came in handy for quick
explanations.
I had met other single parents at work and college.
The world afforded some measure of acceptance. My
doubts and fears focused more on the church . What
Sunday school class should I attend? Singles seemed a
little ridiculous and married couples a little bizarre . I
even considered sitting in the nursery just to prove that I
was a responsible parent.
That first Sunday was full of fears; it was also full of
hope . I needed Christian fellowship . I wanted to sing
and hear a sermon. Though different, I hoped to find a
special place with these people . As a struggling young
Christian , I needed them .
The nursery was my first stop. I was pleased as some
stopped along the way for a closer look at the baby . I
was alone, but still bursting with the warm pride of any
new parent. The nursery staff held out welcome arms
and asked all the questions new mothers love to answer.
So far , so good.
I nervously crushed a tissue as I headed toward the
Sunday school classes. It seemed providential that the
pastor had just started a new adult class. I could fit into
that category. The discussion was interesting and
challenging. Class members were kind and
understanding . I knew many in the church had prayed
for me throughout my pregnancy and recuperation . It
touched my toughened heart when some sent cards and
gifts. I remembered so vividly one package from a
woman I hardly knew . It was wrapped in a soft pink
paper. The bow was made of a lacy white ribbon. Inside
was a beautiful Polly Flinders dress and white bonnet. It
was a luxury I never could have afforded . It meant so
much to receive tangible evidences of caring.
Between Sunday school and church I checked on the
baby . She was being cuddled and rocked by one of the
nursery workers . Obviously, she was enjoying this time
of special care. For that first Sunday and many

thereafter, I was grateful for that nursery staff. They
could never fully know what their care meant, and also
how wonderful it was for me to be free during the
teaching times .
I went on to church. I chose an empty row and settled
down . A few moments later, a family of six clamored in
beside me. I felt like the intruder until the wife leaned
over and invited us to Sunday dinner. Though not sure I
wanted to say yes, I didn't know how to graciously
decline .
It was a wonderful day. Both the baby and I enjoyed
sharing time with such a dynamic family . As we played
games, I silently prayed that someday my own family
would be so happy and complete. It was just the
beginning of special friendships with many families .
Through the years my daughter has had the
opportunity to understand families and see dads in
action. Though our relationship was always close , I
wanted her to see living object lessons ofGod ' s plan for
marriage and children .
The warm welcome by the people in the church gave
me a desire to grow and mature in the Lord. Although
our own family was lacking a husband and a dad , our
church family allowed us to share family times with
them.
As time went on, I was able to share with others the
heartache of rebellion . In a way , I too was an object
lesson. The acceptance of Christian friends gave me the
confidence to serve the Lord .
Once my education was completed, I taught in the
Christian school for six years . I also did volunteer work
for a Christian organization. They asked me to serve
full time . It was the opportunity I had dreamed of many
times. Five years later I married one of the young men
on the staff. The Lord has been so good and my prayer
of earlier years has been answered above my greatest
expectations.
We are now a complete Christian family. But we will
never forget the special people who became our closest
friends over the years. They were my confidants and
prayer partners, grandparents to my daughter, and
sisters to me. It was their encouragement and love that
made me willing to cooperate with God. They were not
my judges nor my parole officers. They did not remind
me of the past nor try to limit the future. For these
people, I am forever grateful to the Lord and pray that
my life and my home will be a similar testimony to the
character of God .

l
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ITINERARIES:
Dr. Paul Dixon, President
March
6-7
27*

First Baptist Church
Elkhart, IN
Bethlehem Baptist Church
Orange Village, OH

Dr. Donald Moffat,
Special Representative
March
13-17
20-25

April
1&3
2
16-17*
24
29-May l*

Shawnee Baptist Church
Vincentown, NJ
Fellowship Baptist Church
Marlton, NJ
Cedar Heights Baptist Church
Cedar Falls, IA
Twin City Bible Church
Nitro, WV
First Baptist Church
Allegan , Ml

27-Apr. 1
April
3-7
10-13
17-22
24-29

May
St
10

12
13-15*
19

21

22-25

Calvary Baptist Church
Glen Burnie , MD
Delmarva Regular Baptist Fellowship
Glen Burnie, MD
Saylorville Baptist Church
Des Moines, IA
Airport Baptist Church
Des Moines, IA
Grace College and Seminary
Baccalaureate
Winona Lake , IN
Walnut Ridge Baptist Academy
Commencement
Waterloo , lA
Walnut Ridge Baptist Church
Waterloo , IA

June
26*
27-July 1

Calvary Baptist Church
Niagara Falls, NY
Annual G .A.R. B.C. National Conference
Niagara Falls , NY

Faith Baptist Church
Mt. Vernon , OH
Saylorville Baptist Church
Des Moines , IA
First Baptist Church
Eldora , [A
First Baptist Church
Grundy Center, IA
First Baptist Church
Blanchester, OH
Bethel Baptist Church
Merrillville, IN
Springville Baptist Church
Springville , PA

May
1-4
8-11

15-20
22-26

First Baptist Church of Ogden
Boothwyn, PA
Lowman Baptist Church
Big Run , WV
Faith Baptist Church
Beulah, Ml
Heritage Baptist Church
Manistee, MI

June
27-July I

Annual G.A.R.B.C. Conference
Niagara Falls, NY

Dr. Hugh Hall,
Director of Church Relations
April
3-6

*morning service only
tevening service only

11

17-22

Calvary Baptist Church
Boonville, IN
Bethany Baptist Fellowship
Northern Ohio
Memorial Baptist Church
Columbus, OH

May
8-11

15*

Heather Hills Baptist Church
Indianapolis, IN
Grace Baptist Church
London, Ohio

June
Dr. Donald Moffat

Dr. Paul Dixon

27-July 1

Annual G. A .R . B .C. Conference
Niagara Falls , NY

*morning service only

Dr. Hugh Hall
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6 Tickets For A Great Summer

Yes, send me more information about :
D Salute To Summer
D Basketball Camp
D Pastors' Conference
D Alumni Conference
D Laymen 's Conference
D Cedarville Baptist Open
Name _ __ _ _ __ _ _ _ __ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _~
Send to :
Address _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ __ _
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Cedarville
College
City _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ State _ _ _ ZIP _ _ _ __ _
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